In 1984, Duma Kumalo was sentenced to death under the apartheid law of common purpose. He was only spared by the transitional negotiations that led to South Africa's first democratic elections in 1994. However, his suffering did not end with his release.
Nor did his appearance alongside many other victims of human rights abuse at the country's Truth and Reconciliation Commission provide any measure of therapeutic relief. Instead, he continued to confess, as part of his performance in Yaël Farber's He Left Quietly (2002) , to a trauma so overwhelming as to undo, it seems, any such a claim to healing. It has now been ten years since Kumalo passed away and this article returns to Farber's play in order to examine the theatrical form this melancholy takes, the challenge it poses to confessional orthodoxy and the ethical ends towards which such a melancholy performance might potentially drive, even still.
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But what claims to sovereignty are available within a moral sphere from which religious instruction has begun its ineluctable retreat, or, more decisively, in the aftermath of the law's catastrophic failure, something witnessed with terrible regularity over the past century? This is one amongst a host of exigent questions to emerge at the beginning to Yaël Farber's He Left Quietly (2002), a confessional drama staged in the immediate wake of South Africa's transition from apartheid.
Entering onto a tenebrous performance space, a man appears before the audience in starkly immaterial terms. Only the outline of his frame is visible against the soft, low backlighting that guides his languid progress to a chair at the centre of the stage. Sitting down, the man then lights a cigarette and stares out meditatively towards the audience. During this contemplative, noiseless minute, time appears to eddy. The silence is only broken when the man asks:
When does the soul leave the body? … At which precise moment? Does it leave with our last breath? … Or the final beat of our heart? Is it possible that I stayed here amongst you -the living -long after my soul quietly left my body behind? 4 It is a stoical deliberation upon the desolate 'I' that appears in body but deprived of spirit before the audience, one that precipitates yet further metaphysical insecurity:
In my life I have died many times. But here I am again and again -alive. I am Duma Joshua Kumalo. Prisoner Number V 34-58. In 1984, I was condemned to death for a crime I did not commit. I spent three years on Death Row, and
[served] a further four years of a Life Sentence. I have been measured for the length of my coffin; the size of the rope for my neck; I took the last sacrament.
… And with each of these moments, my soul left my body. 5 
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Bearing public witness to his own suffering on death row, the man is not engaged in any conventional confession to wrongdoing. This is no act of guilty self-articulation in either the legal or spiritual sense. Nonetheless, in line with all such confessional disclosures, the man appears desperate to avow before the audience the markers of his existence -his full name, his institutional alias, even the dimensions of his physical being -and with each marker a claim upon his own fragile sense of selfhood. Instead, he manages only to contour the shape of a subject for whom the 'deep, recessed, secret self' has been hollowed out and eviscerated. 
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This confessional failure is deeply unsettling, and not just for the individual confessant or, indeed, the audience made witness to his traumatized testimony.
Rather, Kumalo's faltering claim upon the self also stages, I contend, a profound challenge to the confessional technology made fundamental to the country's own efforts to forge for itself a new national sovereignty, a new stable identity, in the wake of apartheid. It is not simply that his confession, like those many thousands delivered by fellow victims of human rights abuse at the country's Truth and Reconciliation Commission (1996 -2001) , betrays what Michel Foucault was determined to establish elsewhere as 'the effect of a power that constrains' the confessing subject. 7 Certainly, there is a potential moral violence to the model of reconciliation made central to the country's democratic transition -a violence to which I will return directly. But He Left Quietly also pursues, I want to suggest, a heterodox confessional contract, one that relies, above all, upon an inability to create the self -at least the integrated, autonomous version of the self that ritual institutions like the law attempt to uphold. And by recuperating the negative potential of this confessional inability, I want to explore how Farber's play helps model a form of personhood premised upon the irredeemable, rather than forgivable, suffering inflicted under extreme political conditions like apartheid.
In the context of South Africa's ongoing struggle to redress the traumas of the past there remains a relative urgency to this enterprise. But this is not the sole motivation for returning to a play staged originally in 2002 during a period of comparative national hope, something encumbered since by increasing disillusionment. 8 30 For them, theatre provides 'a technical apparatus' through which society might 'aim to live beyond trauma'. 31 What this type of analysis regularly omits, however, is the fact that this acting out is not always also a working through, at least not in a psychotherapeutic sense.
And when extended to prop up the consoling, and potentially coercive, ambitions of an event like the Commission, this faith in the 'restorative efficacy', as Duggan and Wallis put it, of trauma's theatrical rehearsal proves particularly problematic. 32 In moving, therefore, in the remainder of this article to look in closer detail at the ways in which He Left Quietly might enable us to rethink such traumatic acting out, I
choose to prioritise those moments in which Kumalo appears to refuse theatre's redemptive, therapeutic end, those moments of repetition and reiteration that frame most clearly the melancholy compulsion to his performance. For in contradistinction to a critic like LaCapra, who argues that to 'believe in anything like a viable democratic politics' is to believe in the 'ethical solutions' that flow from a therapeutic working through of injustice, I want explore how Kumalo's confession alerts us to the democratic solutions that might also begin with a melancholy refusal -that is, with theatre's failure as a site of recovery from trauma and injustice. 33 Again, this is not to embark upon an anti-theatrical interpretation, but rather it is to expand upon the possible ethical charge underwriting Kumalo's performative inability to work through suffering and lay claim to some integrated sovereign self.
Melancholy as Theatre: Repetition and Radical Unsettlement
To appreciate theatre's primacy within this confessional schema, it is important to recognise that Farber's stage is as much a precipitant or cue as it is some substitutive theatrical site for Kumalo's melancholy acting out. Indeed, Farber frames his confession in such a way as to figure, but also ensure, a melancholy fidelity with the The waters closed in over me.
The deep engulfed me.
Reeds were wrapped around my head.
I sank to the base of the mountain.
I went down to the land whose bars closed over me forever. 'They take you to a doctor. But within hours you are back in your cell'. 39 Despite its disturbing, at times even horrifying verisimilitude, such scenes retain a relative indifference before their own violent action. At least, there is a sense in which this action is designed not necessary to overwhelm the spectator but rather, following Helena Grehan's account of the ethics of traumatic spectatorship, to help precipitate a form of 'radical unsettlement' -that is, 'engaged with the other, with the work and with responsibility'. 40 For in giving embodied but dislocated form to Kumalo's selfexcoriating suffering, He Left Quietly also helps 'liberate' the type of complex, even competing mix of emotional, visceral and intellectual responses crucial, according Grehan, to a spectator's continued and engagement with a work 'long after they have left the performance space'. 41 This is by no means a secure or even a uniformly understood outcome, but, as one reviewer of the original production corroborates, Farber's play at least upholds the seemingly contradictory potential to deliver a 'lingering after-shock' to its audience. 42 In this way, He Left Quietly's unsettling action is vital if the audience is to serve as a possible 'listening community' for an experience that, in the received terms of trauma theory, appears otherwise to have 'annihilated any possibility of address'. 43 But even while Farber's dramaturgy may be defended along these relatively orthodox lines, it is vital to add that the play's reiterative pattern of restored violence threatens to unsettle more than just its audience. For these scenes also appear to condition a traumatic dislocation between Kumalo and his own confessional claims upon the self. In subjecting himself to the drama's successive, and at times even relentless, display of violence, Kumalo is obliged to bear witness to a type of performative attack upon the integrity of the self, albeit one made other.
Traumatically as well as theatrically estranged from his own suffering, Kumalo is in this way made to understand the self through the othering vision of apartheid, finding his personhood reduced to an object of the regime's violent disciplinary procedures, even still.
This loss is by no means confined to Kumalo's embodied claims upon the self, reclaim from apartheid a critical response that does not presume to resist its own collusion. As such, the witness to the past is forced to inhabit a compromised, interstitial position, one that in professing 'responsibility -be it in the name of justice, resistance to injustice, or merely in the cause of solidarity -entertains the possibility of doing injustice'. 49 For Sanders, however, this complicity is critical to 'the basic folded-together-ness of being, of human being, of self and other' in South Africa, for it refuses, even as it marks out, the 'apartness' upon which the trauma of apartheid injustice thrived.
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Conclusion: The Ethics of Melancholy
In working towards a conclusion, I want to propose that rather than merely unsettling the audience, itself an important ambition, Kumalo 55 Kumalo's performance certainly affirms something of the melancholy fidelity that LaCapra finds at stake in a former prisoner's bonds with dead inmates, which often invests shared 'trauma with value', making 'its reliving a painful but necessary commemoration'. 56 But his confessional insistence also extends far beyond such monumentalizing ends. Instead, Kumalo moves at the play's conclusion, 
